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One- The Midlands 


Author's Notes: 
What is true in this story? Robert parents: Annie Celia Plant, Robert C. Plant and his Il-years younger sister 
Alison. And Led Zeppelin guys, of course. His school perturbations and his flees from home. Plus some other 


things, that | didn't describe yet, but maybe | will. | love to mix truth with fiction | hope you'll enjoy. 


- Robert, son, could you please turn it down?? This boy will drive my crazy one day.. ROBERT!!! TURN IT 
DOWN!!! 


Father's voice was raised not for the first time this week and each time his dissatisfaction was caused by my 
brother, Robert. So | went out of the upstairs bathroom where I've been trying unsuccessfully to tame my 
unruly hair since last half an hour and stepped in to my brother's room without invitation He wouldn't hear 
the knocking, anyway. There was a loud, roaring blues coming out of his boy's cave. Not the music of our 
parents’ first choice, I'd say. 


When Robert noticed opening door, he threw a quick, control glance towards it and when he found out it was 
me, he waved his hand to invite me in. He was sitting on the rug with his Dansette record player in front of 


him, with volume turned up to the max, as it seemed. 


- Sit down and listen to this harmonica! - Robert grabbed me by the wrist and forced to sit down next to him. 


- Dad got angry - | said - Turn it down a bit. 


- What? - reality didn't find its way to Robert's mind, so | turned the volume down by myself. 


- What are you doing? - he reached out his hand to set it as it was before, but | slapped it to stop him. 


- Dad is getting angry. He yells at you from downstairs and you are not reacting. 


- | didn't hear him... 


- | know. Is this a new record? 


- Yes, | bought it yesterday. Will you listen with me? 


- Not now, Rob. Mr. And Mrs. Phelps are coming, don't you remember? | must help mom. You can do the 


same, it would be rice. 


A little bit reluctantly he switched off the record player and we together went downstairs. 


- ROBERT! When I'm calling you, you must come at once! Will you ever start to listen what is said to you? - 
our father attacked. 


- Im sorry, dad, | didn't hear you. 


- Of course you didn't because you play your... music so loud that walls are shaking! 


- That's my fault, dad - | interjected - | was in the bathroom and asked Robert to turn the music up that | 


could hear it too. 


- Oh, stop defending him! And you, young man - he glowered at Robert - don't involve your sister into your 


antics. 


- But dad.. - | was trying to save the situation 


- Enough! Both go to your mother. There are things to do for you before our guests arrive. 


Robert and | exchanged looks. Our father usually was more strict with him than with me. He thought that the 


boy must be tough and kept on a short leash in order to grow up a decent man 


The truth was that Robert never caused big problems to our parents - at least not more than any other boy 
in his age. That's why | always stood up for him, sometimes even took the responsibility for his faults. | didn't 


want him to be punished. | could count on lighter punishment. 


It was a mutual favour. My brother also not once saved me. Each of us was always ready to help the other 


one. A monolith, that's what we were. Understanding each other without words. 


The Plant Twins. 


EK 


- Good evening, Annie, Robert.. 


- Good evening, my dears! It's so good to see you again! Please, come in! 


We heard voices from downstairs. Those people were our former neighbours from the place where we used to 
live years ago. They were visiting our parents from time to time. They were both nice people, but Mrs. Phelps 


was too interested in us, the twins, as we noticed. It was annoying, but we had to go and greet them anyway. 


- Dear Lord! These are the angels of yours! You are both so tall! Robin, are you taller than your brother? 


Oh yes. My name is Robin. Our parents obviously didn't waste much time to find names for us. Robert got his 
name after our father, which was pretty common those years, and | got my name after.. my brother, | guess. 


| was glad that they didn't decide to name me ROBERTA, at least. 


And yes again. At the age of thirteen | was taller than Robert, which was getting him angry, as he was „the 
older" brother. Like IO minutes older. Or something. 


- And where is the youngest sweetie? Ali, come show me your sweet little face! 


Well, we had also a younger sister, Alison, who was then only two years old. Quite an age gap, isn't it? 


As soon as Mrs. Phelps focused at our sister, we could relax. There was only tea and the pie waiting for us, 
but after that we had to go upstairs, taking Ali with us, of course. We loved her very much, as she was a 

rice, happy little kid, but from time to time we had to take care of her while our mother was busy. Robert 
was coping with her much better than myself, being honest. 


But then, he couldn't wait to listen to his new record, so he sprinted upstairs. 


- Hey, wait for me, | want to listen to this too, but we must take care of Ali. Come on, let's play with her. 


Two- The Midlands 


| was waiting outside school, annoyed like hell. Robert was supposed to leave the school too, but he was not 


there. We used to go home together, but that day he apparently had other plans. 


When | already decided to go by myself, he appeared at the corner. 


- Jeeez, where have you been? - | asked when he was trying to regain breath. 
- Sorry, | was talking with my mate. We are going for a concert tonight. 


- Hi Rob! - we heard girls‘ voices in unisono behind our back. It could be directed to any of us, but when they 
started to giggle, | knew already that it was addressed to my brother. | raised my eyes to the sky. Robert 
recently started to be popular amongst the girls from school. Even those a little older than us. He turned 
around and watched them for a while, so | tugged his jacket's cuff. 


- What concert? 


- A blues concert. At the Youth Centre. 


| nailed my eyes on his and waited. 


- What? You want to go with me? 


- Of course | do. 


- OK, no problem. With you it will be easier to convince parents. - he nudged me in ribs. | moaned and gave 


him a shot to the arm. 


- Robert, did you skip classes? - suddenly | felt worried He threw me a quick look. 


- Will you tell dad? 


- Have | ever done it? 


- No.. Well, yes.. | might have missed the last class.. 


- ROBERT! Father will kill you. 


- What? | had my things to do. Just don't tell him. 


- It will get out. The school will tell him! 


- ll be worry about that later, Rob. 


- DON'T CALL ME ROB! I'm not a boy. 


- Alright, alright.. ROBIN. - He kissed me briefly on my forehead. 


Our parents agreed to our escapade, especially that the dad of Robert's friend was going to drive us all over 


there and back. 


That concert was the first time when | saw my prater brother being so quiet. He stood there with mouth 
ajar, not paying attention to his mates, me or the girls trying to flirt with him. That was something new, 


indeed. 


EK 


When | was going to sleep, | heard him humming some tune. | put my pyjamas on and knocked at his door. 


- What are you singing? 


He started from the beginning. It seemed to be one of the songs from the concert. When he finished, | started 


to laugh as a lunatic. 


- Why are you laughing? Was | that bad? - he was red as a radish and was looking at me from under frowned 


eyebrows. 


- NO! Rob, gosh, that was ridiculously good! Like really, really good! 


- You think..? 


- YES! How did you manage to remember this tune from the concert so well? 


- |'ve known it it earlier, wait... 


He started to rummage in his - then not so big- collection of records, to find the one he was looking for. He 


put it on the turntable and turned it on. 


| was listening few minutes. Yes, it was that song, but what stroke me the most, Roberts version was... better. 


- Play it again! - | demanded. 


After the third time | was singing along with him. 


- You're not bad either - my solder" brother praised me. 


- Play Presley, whatever you want. 


- Good choice, in a minute... 


We both liked Elvis and knew his music pretty well, so we sang together again. Robert pulled off the comb 


from his pocket and pretended to sing to the microphone. | shut up and watched him with admiration 


- Hey, Elvis, time to go to sleep - our mum's head appeared at the door. - You too, Robin. Ali is sleeping, you'll 


wake her up. 


| went to my room obediently, but before | fell into sleep | heard him humming while brushing the teeth. 


Three- The Midlands 


- ROBERT!!! Come downstairs right now!! 


Our father's voice sounded pretty serious. | thought that Robert's skipping of the classes came to light. 


One side affray lasted good half an hour. | felt sorry for Robert, but, the hell, he deserved it. 


- ROBINII! - now, father's air raid siren-like voice was calling me too. 
- Yes, dad? 

- Why didn't you tell us that Robert was not going to school? 

- But he was.. - | said with somewhat faint tone. 


- Then what is written here, you think? 


Father tapped a sheet of paper with his index finger. There was a header of our school printed on it. 


- | don't know, dad... 


- [ll tell you. THIRTY PERCENT OF ABSENCE! How could you not know? 


- Dad, but.. we are not in the same class even... 


- But you were supposed to watch one the other! You are fourteen, you both should be more responsiblel 


There was no sense to discuss with our dad. We attended the same school, but divided into two parts: for the 


girls and for the boys. Very rarely we had a chance to meet during the day in the school. And | really had no 


idea that Robert was skipping so many classes. 


- Both of you, march upstairs. You are grounded for a week. 


- Thanks, Robert.. - | whispered when we were going up. 


- I'm sorry, I'll make it up to you later. 


- Yeah? How? | wanted to go with girls for ice cream tomorrow. 


- And | was going to see the concert tonight. 


- Forget about it.. Are you crazy? Thirty percent of absence? They will kick you out from school. 


- I'll be fine, don't worry. Robin.. l'm going tonight anyway. 


| grabbed him by the arm and pushed to my room. 


- You really must be crazy - | was whispering angrily. - Are you going to run away? Father will wring your 
head off! Give it up, you moron, I'm not going to be grounded untill eighteenth birthday because of you! For 
nothing! 


- So come with me - he said simply. | shook my head in disbelief. 


- Don't be stupid. 


- You are grounded anyway. For nothing, as you said. If you'll go, you'll see a concert. If dad won't find out, we 
both win But if he will find out, we both will be punished, no matter if you will go with me, or not. You know 
that. He won't believe that you didn't know about my plan. 


Well, he'd got the point. Damn it.. 


At nine pm our mother looked into our rooms to say ‘goodnight’ to us. A quarter past nine | was going out 


through the window in Robert's room, with my heart in my throat: 


Robert went out first and was whispering me where to put my foot, where to stand and finally he jumped 
down, gesturing me to do the same. | was scared to death, but | was also afraid to come back to his room by 


myself. Probably | wouldn't manage to do it without his help. 


So | jumped straight into his arms. He moaned, fell, but was still holding me safely. We got up, shook off the 
grass and sprinted ahead. 


Around the corner there was his mate with his older brother behind the wheel of their father's car waiting 


for us. 


Laughing aloud like a pair of madmen we got into the car. We couldn't stop it for a while. Adrenaline was 


pumped up into our veins, we felt oddly free. 


Finally, we were able to explain to those guys what happened. 


- Well, you'll be in trouble when your father will find out - said Roberts mate's brother. 


- Stop jinxing, just drivel - | yelled at him. 


- THAT is my sister! - Robert started to laugh. 


- Yeah, the same psycho like you.. 


We came back home after two am. Robert had to put much efford to lift me up and drag in. We quickly 


changed to our pyjamas, as fourteen-years-olds we were not ashamed one of the other yet. 


We were already dressed, when we heard the door open. It was our mum. 


- What are you doing here in the middle of the night? - she asked. 


- We're talking - we answered simultanously. 


Mother looked at us questioningly, but didn't say anything more than telling me to go to my room. When she 
left, Robert hugged me strongly. 


- You are the best sister in the world, | love you. 


- Yes, | love you too, but let me go, you stink - | pushed him away. 


We still had gotten our back. 


